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Before leaving Jowett, it may not be out of place to quote from
a letter1 in which Asquith has given an impression of that remarkable Age
personality:
" I am afraid poor old Jowett is dying. It seems but the other day
that my wife and I were staying with him. We had a very pleasant
party; not too large and well assorted. Death is indiscriminating and
inexorable. Jowett's work perhaps is almost done. He will certainly
leave no successor. It is already difficult to conceive of the Oxford in
which, partly by sympathy and partly by antagonism, he was formed:
a place in which people quarrelled over the infinite pettinesses of the
Tractarian controversy, thought (as Mr. G. and Lord Coleridge do to
this day) that Bishop Butler had spoken the last word in philosophy, had
hardly even heard of Heraclitus or of Hegel, and believed that with the
abolition of tests Liberalism would have finished its work and done its
best—or worst. Jowett, in his day, did probably more than any other
single man to let some fresh air into the exhausted atmosphere of the
common rooms, and to widen the intellectual horizon of the place. In
my time he was already looked upon, by the more advanced spirits, as
an extinct volcano, and even a bit of a reactionary. He certainly viewed
with uneasiness Green's militant and contagious propaganda, and long
before the days of Home Rule he was quite out of sympathy with Liberal
politics, He never at any time (I should think) had anything definite to
statements, whether negative or positive, jarred upon him and he was
too well-bred intellectually ever to be a fanatic, Nowhere else in the
world but in Oxford could such a man have been persecuted, and even
have worn for some years, the halo of a martyr, The secret of his power
lay not in what he did or suffered or thought, but in what he was—a
person with the magnetism of an apostle and the shrewdness of a man of
the world."
1 To Lady Homer, to the early 1890's,

